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The peasants of Bardoli thought of life in a way we
Cannot understand. Wealth was measured in terms- of
oxen and harvests. To have a square meal was some-
thing to be thankful for. The people had different
values in life from us, different concepts of color, sound
and beauty.
Life was intensely real. It was simplified and reduced
to the most unimaginable basic values. There was
neither time nor opportunity nor inclination for the
things which they regarded as unreal. Art, music, letters
seemed out of place in Bardoli. The land was the one
great passion of their lives. It was the land, always the
land, which dominated the people's lives.
Evening fell that day at Bardoli. I was standing at
the wicket gate of the ginning factory and gazing at the
fields which sprawled in an unending barrenness before
me. Over the countryside there reigned a perfect still-
ness, accentuated by the quiet of the evening hour. A
stray bullock cart passed along the road taking a peasant
and his family home after the day's work. The sun was
setting and the sky was a crimson glow. It was a strange
mixture of the beautiful and the pathetic.
On this Indian village scene Gandhi arrived. To me
in that moment, his appearance was symbolic though
he was merely returning from his evening walk, accom-
panied by some of the inmates of his ashram. T\vo little
children walked beside him. The grownups followed
behind.
I stood where I was and watched this vision which
was almost Christlike to behold. In his hand he was
carrying a long bamboo, like a shepherd with a halter
leading his sheep.
Turner should have painted that background. El
Greco should have painted the man.